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The FANSCIgT 

Will you pardon ua if we gloat a bit. With thia Issue, our aeoond 
year of REGULAR publication starts. In the last year, weWe increased 
the number of pages, gone all lithoed and introduced the new "Foelcet 
Sized" format as well aa bringing you an inoreaaing number of the top 
writers and artists in the field. With your help, we* 11 go even farther 
in the future. Keep your own subs up and tell your friends to subscribe. 

ird*d hoped to bring you more pages this time, but lack of ads made 
it impossible. However, lack of ads made it possible to get a number 
of additional items in, which we hope you*ll like. 

Henry Kuttner has favored us thia time with a delightful and unolass- 
ifyable item. i<e don*t know whether it is an article or a short-story, 
but whatever it is, it*8 wonderful. 

It is a pleasure to honor in our first Anniversary Issue, that most 
beloved of fantasy authors, "Doc" Keller, who graces the AOTHOR, AUIHOR 
department. The bibliography was compiled by Col. and Mrs. Keller and 
is a marvel of completeness and also a lot of work. Many thanks to him. 

This issue, we have another FANSCIEOT discovery, Hlles Eaton. Watch 
that boy; he*s going places. We*ll let you discover for yourself why 
we*re so excited by reading "The Watcher in the Snow” and another 
longer place scheduled in the next issue. 

A variety of articles, cartoons and book reviews complete the issue. 

We need more of these short reviews. If you have any favorite or un- 
usual books, review them briefly and send them in. 

Hope you like the issue. 

P. H.: We need material of all kinds now . It takes time to Illustrate 
stuff well, so send it in as soon as noaeible. 
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GEORGE 

ALLAN 

ENGLAND 

THYRIL L LADD 

OKOItaX ALUR SmUND was , 
parhaps aort than anything sits, a 
story-tsllsr. True snough» sons 
of his writing was ussd as a 
Tshiols for propaganda, but. whsn- 
sTsr this was so, IngXand was 
olsrar anough to saa to it that 
his tala narar suf farad. 

England was an aztraoaly prolif- 
lo author, and I nust oonfass that 
I hara narar aaan aran an attanpt 
at a doaplata listing of his work. 
In this artlola I shall daal with 
only flra of his fiotion titlas, 
and ona othar. Ill of thasa of 
whloh I plan to tall appaarad in 
book fom, though tha graatar bulk 
af Ittgland's fiotion had only nag- 
asina prasantation. 

I shall attanpt no oritiaal an- 
alysis af Xngland's stylo; for na, 
Tha Story is tha Thing, and whan a 

Illnntratian far x awnnM IHD mn 




•tory haa plaaaad ma and giran aa 
antartainaant, vtiy should I ploJc 
it apart, as to ita eonatruotion? 

tailand^s baat knoim story la, 
of oouraa,tha onoaually long tala, 
"Darknaaa and Dam” (1914)* This 
book was originally publiahod aa a 
trilogy of thrao norals, "Darknosa 
and Dam”, ”Boyond tha Groat 
ObliTion” and ”Tha Iftorglov”, and 
ma so raprintod, in latar yaara, 
in thraa isaaoa of 7A1I0DS FAlfCAS- 
no MTSnmS. to m, this atory 
holds a narar^failing fasoiaation, 
nor is ay plaasora dialnlahod by 
ro->roadiBg it. It is an aoooant, 
rifidly told, of a young anginaar 
and hia ataaographar amkaniig in 
tha top of tho Matropolitan Tovar, 
Hov York City, to find that thay 
haro slapt a stranga alaap for 
oonturiaa. On amkonlng, thay find 
Bov York — Aasrioa— — has oroablad 
into mins, oan saaas to hava at- 
tarly Taniahad—^tha forest haa in- 
Tadod tho oity— ^and thay aoan to 
bo alona in a Taoant vorld. So 
Tarlod and mny ara thair adron- 
turaa, so vida tha splandid soopa 
of this noTol, that spaoa earn par- 
nit 00 * forthar raralation of plot. 
Saffloa to say that any fantasy 
'raador vho haa not raad this ms- 
tarpiooo of inagination, aartainly 
should aoe to it that ha dooa so. 

In tha nazt yaar aftar ”Darknaos 
and Dam”, tharo vaa publiahad ona 
of tha rary unusual books of fan- 
tasy, This is ”Tha Air Trust” 
(1915)* Bight avay, it mat ba 
pointed out that Ingland ms an 
arid Socialist, and tvo, at least, 
of tha norals I dlsousa harain, 
vara dafinitoly propaganda for 
Soaiallan, Indaod ”Tho Air Trust” 
is dodioatod to lagona T. Dabs, 
paronnlol Socialist oandidata for 
Prosidaot, But lngland*o Social- 
iatio praaahaoita in this book, 
posltlToly do not datraot fron its 
quality as a fantasy. 
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*Tii« Air Trust” tslls of two 
Alllionairos who "eornsr” airi and 
plan to soil It to AiMrloans, srsn 
as gas and slootrloltp art sold to- 
day. A young Sooiallst is thoir 
ohisf adTorsary in ths tattlo for 
air I whioh follows, srsn to that 
bitter snd vhsn rorolatloo oeours 
aaong ths psoplo, and thoy storm 
ths vsU-guardsd faotoriss and 
Tats of ths Air Trust. Ths loro- 
affair of ths daughtsr of ons of 
ths magnatss with ths young Sos- 
ialist^hsr oonrsrsion to Sosial- 
is m ■ " proTidos ths ssntimontal 
portion of ths book. 

Ur. Sngland was still prsashing 
Sooialism through his fiotion, in 
his nsxt noTsl,”Ths Ooldsn Blightf 
which appsarsd ths nsxt yoar»19l6. 
In this tals, a young soisntist, 
disgustsd with ths arrogant and 
unjust suprsaasy which gold has 
girsQ to ths wealthy, inronts a 
aaohins^a ray^whloh sausss Gold 
to turn to ashss. Hsrs, indssd, 
Ingland has oroatsd a situation 
whioh allows him to paint striking 
pieturss of a world whsrs gold has 
oruablsd to raluslsss ashss and 
hs aaksw ths most of it, Ths read- 
er *s enthralled attention is held 
to ths rsry end of this exciting 
and unusual conception. 

Ixoopt for occasional allusions, 
Ingland now abandons ths orsrall 
Socialist background for his writ- 
ing, and ws find appearing in 1919 
an offsetirs norsl of retribution, 
called "Ourssdl” An abused natirs 
woflan calls down on a ruthless and 
wicked sea-captain, a terrible 
eurss^ons, howogsr, to bs.dslir- 
srsd on ths nsxt generation. Ths 
sea-captain, turning to a better 
life, narrissi and has a son. On 
this son, there falls ths dreadful 
curse of ths Haylay witch. Hsrs 
Ingland tslls, and most success- 
fully, ths torture of a man’s soul, 
wrung by rssorsc, and compsllsd to 
watch his son follow a course of 
aril, as foretold to him. 

•lbs nylmg Legiom* ( 1920 ) is 


Ths rmaonHT 

crammed with thrilling and breath- 
less adrenturs. A giant plans is 
stolen by a company of men, entir- 
ely composed of heroes of the 
First World War. This groups— 
under rigid discipline, led by one 
called the Hester— 'hare as a final 
goal no less an enterprise than 
the stealing away from Holy Ueoca 
certain rsTcred objects of the 
Mohammedan faith^^such as the 
sacred •golden water-spout”, etc. 
the tale is tense, throughout, and 
an interesting derelopment is 
found when one of the supposedly 
all-male membership of the company 
is discoTered to be a woman. There 
is plenty of fast action— exciting 
moments— in this story, whioh 
once, by the way, was seria lised 
in the now long-ezfinct AIB WOBISB 
ST0RI18. 

The book editions of all of 
these stories were illustrated. 
•Darkness and Dawn” has a magnifi- 
cent colored frontispiece, as well 
as other pictures la black and 
white. ”0ursed” has a strikiag 
colored frontispiece as its only 
illustration, as does •The Flying 
Legion”. Both "The Air Trust” and 
•The Golden Blight” hare a number 
of black and white illustrations, 

Ingland was author, not only of 
much fiction, but also of a number 
of trarel books. One of these 
non-fiction titles merits atten- 
tion in this article; this is 
•Isles of Romance” (1929), well 
illustrated with photographs. In- 
terest in this book, to the fantasy 
addict, lies in the fact that Xng- 
land Tisited and described and 
so welll— some places which hare 
been the locale of weird and fant- 
astic stories by rarious writers. 
He risits the Dry Tertugas; old 
Fort Feff arson, a bastile located 
120 miles out at sea in the Gulf 
of Mexico, and now utterly aband- 
oned by the United States, its 
owner. Also Anticosti; the Grand 
Oaymas, .one-time pirate island and 
(Oontinued on Page 23) 



N o ONI now allTO knows tbs 
real reason behind the ool- 
Xapse of fantas 7 *s two oajor 
magazines. This is not ear- 
prising, since the incident 
is not due to occur until 1958, 
and, in fact, these particular 
publications hsTe not jet printed 
their first issues. But bj a 


process of extrapolation, I hare 
managed to chart certain probabil* 
itj lines, and the conclusion I* re 
reached seems an ineritable one. 
Much to Dj regret, I must point 
out that after 1958 not a single 
science-fiction or weird fiction 
magazine will be published. 

The nice thing about extrapol- 
ation is that when such factors as 
semantics, psychology and social 
dynamics are taken into considera- 
tion, you get a pretty rirld pic- 
ture of what's going to happen. A 
wiggle on a graph may be signifi- 
cant, but I*Te been getting ay 
meanings conreyed to me by means 
of words (and gestures) for some 
while now, and the impact of the 
tragedy wgs. brought home more tIt- 
idly by the nature of the compos- 
ite picture, which looks less like 
a graph than a small- sized stage, 
with people aoring around on it, 
rather nervously. Ocoasionelly 
there's some blurring, but 
prognostioatioh is still in its 
infancy, and my eyes were blurred 
with tears anyhow. 

1 don't know exactly what's go- 




8 


The ?ANSCIKRT 


ing to happen next year, or the 
year after that, but, generally 
speaicing, a certain trend la going 
to develop, one that^s evident 
even now. The line of demarcation 
between fantasy and soience-flc- 
tlon Is going to be more sharply 
drawn. Today soae magazines lean 
toward fantasy, others toward 
technology, and If they vary too 
much from their policy, readers 
often write In complaining letters. 
As a matter of fact, I've had this 
happen myself, but I don't pretend 
to know what kind of stories I 
write. Maybe It depends on whether 
I feel fantastic or sclentiflo at 
the time. It's out of my control, 
which doesn't seem quite fair. 
After ail, when the readers pay 
for a inagazlne, they're entitled 
to get the sort of stories they 
want. But this Isn't a discussion 
of my stuff, and, anyway, If any- 
body wants my onlnlon, 1 prefer 



Uerritt. 

However, by 195tJ there weren't— 
won't be— any stories by me In anv 
magazine, and X haven't the least 
Idea what happened. Sometime I 
must extrapolate again and find 
out. I did notice a 19^8 newstape 
that mentioned the death of Inrl 
Cutna — that was in the Nu Yok Dali 
Nus broadcast— but it didn't go 
into details. This Cutna guy was 
a professional geek, anyhow, what- 
ever that Is. Probably some kind 
of scientist unknovm to our pres- 
ent era. 

However, by 1958, I gathered, 
there was only one publishing firm 
In the world. All others had been 
assimilated and the editors were 
hired too, or, If recalcitrant, 
shot. The writers were rounded up 
and confined in a cell-block in 
the basement of the building, In 
cells. (The ones who couldn't or 
wouldn't learn to use wire- tape 
recorders were also shot. Some of 
the others demanded pistols, but 
this request was denied.) 

As 1 mentioned, there were only 
two i&agazlnes left which could be 
olasalfied as Imaginative in type, 
If you don't count TRUB CONTSS- 
3I0N3, One was named (SARED TALKS, 
and was edited by a guy named 
Thirkettle; this was solence-flo- 
tlon. The other was ?SARKD TALKS, 
edited by a Mr. Pilchard, and this 
specialized In weird fiction. Both 
editors were facing a crisis. The 
Circulation Department had spoken 
to the Front Office, and the Front 
Office had sent down a memo, chis- 
eled on a stone tablet. 

Thirkettle picked up the May 
19$8 asuiSD TUSS emd look.d at It 
unhappily. 

"Complaints," he said. "No mat- 
ter what I do, complaints. I've 
tried to keep CXARKD TALES strict- 
ly sclentiflo. I've used symbol- 
ic covers till I'm black in the 
face — atoms and graphs and even 
the multiplication tables. And 
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still «6 get kioke. Do you see 
any eleaient of fantasy in this 
eoTST, Hlohardt* 

Pilohard looked at It. ”Ro,* he 
said. 

*ffeither do 1. It*s a bloeprint. 
Just a plain I aiaple blueprint. 
There isn’t anything fantastio 
about it* It’s a blueprint of an 
optical phenoaenon on Marsi done 
in blue, white and black. I eren 
sare aoney by using a two-color 
process, and what happens? Coa- 
plaints. Mars is the naae of a 
aythicai god, so It’s got fantast- 
ic connotations. Did I naae Mars? 
And they complain about using blue 
on the cover. It’s got an emotion- 
al significance, and emotions are 
pure fantasy •* 

’'Tou’ve got troubles?” Pilohard 
said. He showed Thirkettle a copy 
of mHKD TALKS. ■Look at this 
cover. A pure abstraction. There 
Isn’t a sine curve in It. All the 
colors we could put in and erary- 
thing asyaetrlcal. And I’m flood- 
ed with complaints because the 
cover’s too scientific. The fraae 
Is rectangular, and that’s geo- 
aetry, a science. How can I put 
out a aagaslne shaped like an Ink- 
blot?” 

■Science-fiction has to be sci- 
entiflc? Thirkettle said morosely. 
■Ho elelioat of fantasy. And vice 
versa. I’ve already cut out all 
the illustrations so X can use 
logarlthalo tables instead* Here’s 
something that slipped by me. A 
character in a yam soratobed his 
head, and the author didn’t explain 
the principles of leverage and en- 
ergy involved.” 

■You’re too easy on your writ- 
ers,” Pilohard said. ”100 should 
have had him shot as an example.” 

■Oh, we put out his ejres, of 
course, but the harm was done. 
Floods of letters kloking about 
the fantasy element. Once let a 
character scratch his bead without 
deteralning the causation, and 
where’s science? Hewton might 


never have lived* 

■That reminds sM,”Pllohard said. 
I had something similar happen. 
Your speaking of Newton reminded 
me of it. One of ay authors re- 
ferred to a newt in a yam—” 
■Nol” 

■Yes, it seems that the charac- 
ter, experimenting with forbidden 
arts, had become transformed Into 
an emotional mood In the personal- 
ity of a certain nameless god, and 
right In the middle of a good sub- 
jective sequence, where the guy 
felt as though he’d sunk Into a 
aorasa of aiaamlc morbidity, he 
brings in a newtl Of course you 
know what happened.” 

■Of course. The frame of refer- 
ence would have enabled every 
reader to associate newt with 
Newton. No wonder you got kicks.” 

■He won’t do it again,” Pilchard 
said, rather gloatingly. ^e’ve 
got a robot reading back all the 
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gujta old fltorlM to Um.” 

*But« • • After all I auttora are 
httioan. That's going a little far, 
reallf* I don't aind a huaane 
dieoipline like diaeaboveliMnt, 
but when it ooaee to downright—” 
*We tried diseabowelaent,” Pil- 
ohard said. ”The guy just started 
writing a norel about his guts* 
lo, we're got to be firm, Thir- 
kettle* Onoe let soieooe^fiotion 
and weird*fiotion get together, and 
you get—” He glanced around and 
lowered his roloe to a whisper* 
"— science- fantasy . " 

■S-shI” Pilobud said hastily. 
"There are humans present 1* 

It was, however, too late* Let- 
ters of fire appeared on the wall. 
They read as follows: 

"ICeao from the front offioe* 
We're been withholding the last 
batch of complaints, hoping the 
situation would improre, but such 
subrersire talk leaves us no al- 
ternatire. You will read the let- 
ters from readers, sent herewith, 
and do what is necessary. Uene 
mene tekel upharsin.” 

A flood of letters cascaded from 
a chute* Pilchard and Thirkettle, 
with white faces, glanced at each 
other and then began to read. The 
conclusion was inescapable* 

All the readers of OKABSD TALIS 
complained that the magasine was 
full of letters of the alphabet. 
Hot only were the shapes of the 
letters asyMdtrioai and non-geo- 
mstrio (except 0), but the histor- 
ical connotations traced back to 
heiroglyphs, based as they were on 
religious and emotional symboliam. 
■The alphabet is nothing but fan- 
tasy,” one reader wrote, or rather 
ohaHed on a graph. ”I shall never 
read (BURID TAXJS again.” 

On the other hand, all the read- 
ers of TUBED TAZJ8 coi^lained 
that the magazine was full of let- 
ters of the alphabet. Hot only 
were the shapes of the letters an 
intellectual synthesis of logical 
ideation, but the historical con- 



notations traced back to heiro- 
glyphs, the result of a rational 
progression of association and 
mathematics in which the sum of 
the parts equalled the whole, 
which involved an ideation of the 
colloid meohaniam of the brain* 
(Except 0*) ”The alphabet is 
nothing out science,” one reader 
wrote, or rather finger- painted. 
”I shall never read TIABED 
again.” 

Pilchard and Thirkettle lifted 
their heads. They both spoke at 
the same time. 

■The next issue most be printed 
on blank paper,” they said. 

■If you print anything on blank 
paper, it won't be blank,” Pil- 
chard corrected both himself and 
his co-editor* 

■Well, I mean we won't print 
anything at aU on the pages* 
While we're at it, we might as 
weU leave out the iUastrations* 



And the ooTtr aust b« blank too, 
of eouroe*” 

”It's the onlj thing to do,” 
Pilchard agreed, reaching for a 
bottle of white ink* "The next 
Issue of IXASID TALKS wonU hare a 
word In It.” 

"Or the next Issue of OKARBD 
TALKS* Thle should boost circula- 
tion trenendouslj. We won't get 
a single kick*" 

And this explains whj the last 
Issues of OKABXD TALKS and FBARXD 
TALKS, published In 1958, were ab- 
solutelj and coapletely blank* 
Kren the ooters were plain, un- 
adorned heavy coated white stock* 
A ooapletely unexpected result of 
this slight change of policy, how- 
ever, Was that not. a copy of eith- 
er nagaxlne sold* Not only were 
the readers quite unable to recog- 
nize their faTorlte publications, 
but no price was printed on the 
covers, so that the news-stand 
dealers were equally baffled and 
could offer no practical adrlce* 
Of coarse, when the Circulation 
Departnent found that all the cop- 
ies of both (3AEKD TAlI5~and 7KAR- 
XD TALKS were returned, they spoke 
to the ?ront Office, and the Front 
Office spoke to Thlrkettle and 
Pilchard, who killed themselTss* 
It was decided to discontinue pub- 
lication of both aagaslnes, under 
the clrcujutanees* The authors In 
the baaeaient oell-blook were 
liquidated* (They were wade Into 
wood-pulp, In fact*) 

SoMwhat later, an editor naned 


Ootswold proposed a fantasy 
■agazlne which would coablne both 
selenoe-flotlon and welrd-flotlon, 
but an aray of eolenoe-flotloo and 
welrd-flotlon * fans straightway 
dragged hla screasilng out of his 
office and lynched hln, after hor- 
rible tortures. I believe this Is 
the first and last tine the two 
groups erer united for a single 
purpose. 1 hare been able to 
extrapolate as far as 1998, and In 
that year nothing at all will be 
published* In fact, the entire 
world will hare been depopulated 
except for an aray of solenoe-flo- 
tlon rodders and one of welrd-flc- 
tlon readers, and they will have 
exteralnated each other completely 
by, at the latest, 2008* 

It all seems rather a pity, but 
It's out of SI hands. I just felt 
that since ay extrapolation has 
succeeded so well. It would be un- 
fair of me not to share my secret 
with the world* I hare no strong 
convictions either way, myself, 
since all I ever read Is Dick 
Tracy* Now there's something 
that's both scientific and weird* 
If I extrapolate any more, I'll 
pass the word along, but It won't 
be for a while, as the process 
takes ssTsral years, and I'll be 
tied up next summer, I hope* I'm 
trying to get a job with some olr- 
cus* There's more dough In that 
than In writing. You eat better, 
too— ohloken three times a day* 

m KND* 
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of rook and I had much ado to rear 
from the naked trees that rose 
threateningly before me. 

Thus It was that presently I 
came upon a graybeard, olad In a 
tattered scrap of akin, who sat 
with his back leaned against a 
log. A sword with a spot of red 
on the point lay bare across his 
knees and his eyes peered into the 
snow in the direction in which I 
trareled. Then I saw on the arms 


And as I walked, it began to 
snow softly, obscuring the rapids 
of the Budouwah and swallowing the 
mists which rose from the boiling 
spring of Tsoth. So it was that I 
could no longer discern the 
Kraangha which kept pace with me a 
Stoners throw to my right hand, 
emd I knew not my direction. And 
I saw a rision of a stately city 
looming thru the swirled snow and 
retreating before me as I advanced, 
so that it was neither nearer nor 
farther than when X first observed 
It. 

The snow narrowed my world until 
it consisted of an arm’s length 
before me and as much behind. I 
could no longer select the draws 
between the twisted outcroppings 


of the trees nearby, huge hunks of 
new-carved flesh, hanging as if to 
cure. 

The man heeded me not until 1 
laid a hand upon his shoulder, 
whereupon he started and swung his 
face upon me, But his eyes sought 
not mine, but looked thru me into 
the swirling snow. 

"Brother," said I to him, "Do 
not linger here, for the snow Is 
wet and the wind Is keen, and your 
wrap is thin and worn." 

"Go!” said he, and turned once 
more to look In the direction in 
which I traveled. 

And there was a dim stately city 
showing faintly through an opening 
In the snow, no whit closer nor no 
farther than when I had first ob- 
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Mrred it. 1 nodded at It. 

*Coii6,” said X, "Let us Journey 
together toward that city where we 
sight at least find warmth." 

"GoJ" said he again, and grasped 
the pommel of his sword in his 
lean strong hand. 

Whereupon I said no more, but 
scraping together a few twigs, I 
laid a fire at one end of the log. 
StriUng a pebble against oy 
sword, I soon had a yellow flame 
which coped feebly with the fal- 
ling snow. Then I rested nearby, 
watching him, for 1 was detenained 
to find the meaning of his strange 
behaTior. 

He paid no heed to the fire, nor 
did he speiih a word to me. I held 
■y tongue and waited, wondering 
why his eyes newer turned from 
peering into the direction which X 
traweled. And once the dim city 
showed again thru the snow and 
once I heard a low whining as of 
Jackals in the distance, sounding 
queerly like female woioes sing- 
ing. But the watcher heeded them 
not, nor addressed me where I 
rested, so X warmed my hands at 
the fire and waited. 

Then from the welter of white 
that bordered our little «K>rld, 
methought I saw a strange form 
rising. Born of the snow it was 
and shining with a cold luminosity 
of another world. And I counted 
its legs and wlewed its strange 
bulging shape and the way it f^ovH 
ed like a centipede toward us and 
X knew that here was no natural 
thing of evolution, but the product 
of a madL^*s dream. 

The figure of the watcher stiff- 
ened and his hand tightened on the 
pommel of his sword. Then as the 
thing took shape before us, he 
rose, and with a curse leaped upon 
it, dying the point of his metal 
with a new scarlet. And I heard 
the sound of many Toioes, women* s 
voices, rising in a wild peen of 
triumph, and looking, I saw the 
stately city, nearby cow, advano- 
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jpg on us as a beast advances. And 
the pulsating of its golden walls 
was the breathing of the breath of 
life and the chorus of sweet 
female voices was the sound of its 
great heart beating. 

But the cries of the watcher 
called me to his side. He screamed 
with rage and fear as he pursued 
his mad attack on the creature of 
the snow. And now as X watched, 
the contours of the beast changed 
subtly and shrank into a form 
strangely human and feminine. And 
from its monstrous throat went up 
a female cry of anguish, echoed by 
the chorus of voices from the 
city. Strong in my ears beat the 
lewd pulsation and of a sudden, X 
knew a great fear. 

For the beast was a woman bom, 
with dark lashes and a smile for 
those who long for woman. And as 
I looked, the watcher’s arm grew 
lax with awe and wonder and the 
woman leaped upon him, once more a 
noisome beast that never knew a 
mother. 

I heard him scream once, short 
and quick. I plucked my blade 
from my side and leaped to help 
him. From the midst of the thing, 
his metal yet licked at vital 
spots of life in the thing that 
had no life. 

And Lol together we addressed it 
and made our business with It, 
while in our ears rang the dirge 
of the chorus of females of the 
noble city. Together he and I, we 
swung till our anas grew faint and 
our heads swam and we dispatched 
it together, and with the last 
gasp from its throat, which was no 
breath of earth, the chorus died 
and the snow obscured the night- 
mare of our battle. 

And we divided it, he cmd X,into 
three ports, one of which we flung 
into the swirling rapids of the 
Budouwah, another Into the boiling 
spring of Tsoth and the third, we 
hung, as game is hung, from the 
(Continued on Page 2}) 
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^ Donald 6. Day 


So oany miaoonoaptiona are 
abroad oonoernlng aj aaaoolatlon 
with Jaepbus, that I feel that the 
true faote should be pat on 
record. To begin with, it is not 
STon certain that be is a lobbly. 
True, he considered hiaself one 
and would retaliate in the partic* 
ularly messy way at which he was 
so adept, when anyone referred to 
him as an "invisible dog," 

It was about 1938 when our paths 
first crossed. This morning, the 
magazine crew I was working with 
then was assembling, ready to legTS 
the office. Bill Oliver climbed 
into the back seat and closed the 
door. Suduenly there was a wild 
thrashing of arms as, beside me. 
Bill beat the air in front of us. 
It ended as quiokly, as Bill made 
a quick grab and held triumphantly 
at arm's length, something 1 could 
not see. 

■I told you to stay home, 
phus. What's the idea of sneaking 
along?" Bill sternly addressed his 


apparently empty hand. The hand 
shook in token of an invisible 
struggle, then was still. Bill 
ripped out a string of curses as 
he surveyed a spreading wet spot 
on his trouser leg directly under 
bis outstretched band. 

Such was my introduction to Jae- 
phus. Bill had Just moved to a 
new hotel and reported finding him 
sharing the new quarters. Since 
Jaephus went out with the crew of- 
ten, 1 soon became well acquainted 
with him. If not crossed, he 
would leave you along, gener^ly. 
But woe to him who aroused the ire 
of Jaephus. His temper was form- 
idable and retribution was quick*. 

Despite his small size, nature 
bad equipped him well for surviv- 
al. He could grasp with both his 
tentacles and his forearms while 
the hoofeson his hind legs bruised 
and the talons on bis middle pair 
of legs scratched unmercifully. 

Jaephus was also diffioult to 
catch, due largely to the eyes 
situated in bis buttocks, enabling 
him to see in all direotioas at 
once. It was, however, in his 
typical gesture of defiance that 
these eyes came most into play. 
With their aid, he was able to dir- 
ect the by-products of his peculi- 
ar metabolism to the precise spot 
that would most disconcert his 
antagonist. 

All this tims, I've been talking 
about Jaephus, the lobbly. As was 
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stated abore, It Is still not oer- 
taln that he was a lobblj. kt the 
tlBS Jaephus first appeared ^Nelson 
Bond's series of radio prograos, 
Hr* Mergenthwirker's Lobblies? 
was on the air* Bill, hearing one 
of the prograos, and shortlj en- 
oountering an InTlsible creature 
of unknown classification, tentat- 
iYely identified hin as a lobbly* 

The naae, "Jaephus”, was Bill's 
aenory of the name of one of them. 
Jaephus offered no objection to 
the name, tho there is no sTidence 
that it was his true na/ae* 

In contrast to his indifference 
to the name, was his unmistakable 
insistence that he was a lobbly* 
At the time, we took this to be 
proof that our identification bad 
been correct* Our assurance was 
rudely blasted a bit later, tho, 
on reading for the first time, Ur* 
Bond's excellent description of 
the life and habits of lobblies* 
Tou see, Ur* Uergenthwlrker's lob« 
bliss told him things. And Jaephus 
nsYsr uttered a wox4* 

Bill and I took Jaephus to task 
about this one day In a booth at 
The Nugget* We waxed ironic. We 
insinuated that perhaps he was not 
a lobbly at all. Or if a lobbly, 
then a moronic one. 

That we touched some sore point, 
was attested by the fact that he 
didn't retaliate in his customary 
way for such insults* He simply 
sat there and radiated superior 
contes^t. To one not acquainted 
with Jaephus, it is difficult to 
explain. Radiating contempt with- 
out spoken words or Yisible ex- 
pression or gestures is admittedly 
difficult* Perhaps he did it thru 
some form of sub-sonics. It may 
be that, knowing him amd his sup- 
reme oonte^)t for mere humane* we 
simply reoognlxed his attitude in 
his silence* 

At that time, we made only one 
further attempV to identify his 
species. With the lie that there 
be would find ample quantities of 
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free beer, we lured him to the of- 
fice of a biology professor at 
Reed College. Out of deference to 
a once fine mind, I shall omit the 
man's name. Unfortunately he was 
unable to tell us anything further 
about Jaephus. In fact, the last 
I heard, he still hadn't said any- 
thing. He simply sits rigidly, 
staring straight ahead and has to 
be fed through a tube; At the last 
count, he had worn out 53 tubes. 

It was shortly after this trag- 
edy that I left the magazine crew, 
txcept for the occasions that I 
drank beer with Bill and some of 
the other boys, Jaephus largely 
passed out of my life* 

In due course, the war came and 
with it ay greetings. The ere of 
VX-Day found me an army medio on a 
Hospital train, shuttling all orer 
Surope. We lired, four men to a 
regular French sleeping compart- 
ment, right on the train. We were 
stationed whererer the train stop- 
ped, tho until shortly before the 
end of hostilities, it seldom 
stopped long* 

During one of our layoTers in 
Paris, I was standing at the bar 
in the Cafe Biard at Place Clichy. 
Beside me on the bar was a shot of 
cognac and "un demi* of the watery 
French beer* 

I was deep in oonYersation with 
Uaroel, the bartender. At the 
time, my french was practically 
non-exiictent and since liaroel knew 
no Inglish, getting the simplest 
ideas across required considerable 
concentration* EaTing put some 
point across by sheer force, I 
turned to my drinks for restora- 
tion. To ay surprise, the cognac 
glass was now e^ty* I glanced 
down the bar* No one was near me. 
Orer at a table, a "FlUe de Joie” 
named Louise was playing some 01 
sucker along. She was a notori- 
ous moooher and drunk-roller, but 
a moment's reflection cooYinoed me 
that stealing someone's drink was- 
( Continued on Page 2$) 
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A HITE (IDE, 
AHITllKiDKi 

Dayib H. Kcllcb, i. D. 


It would bo dlffloolt to 
•foluote la foil I tbo ooatrlbutloD 
that Darid H. Kallar» M. 0. baa 
■ado to the field of soienoe-flo- 
tlon and fantasy literature. It Is 
not enough to say that his stories 
are to be found anong the best In 
erery type In the field: solenoe- 
f lotion, weird, horror and pure 
fantasy. Ito speaJc of his sastery 
in the telling of tales, his 
deoeptlrely slsple eoonoiny of 
phrase, the terrlfle Ispaot be oan 
oonrey with a few quiet words. Is 
to tell only half the story. 

Baoh In 1926, with a few notable 
ezoeptlons, ■stories” stood and 
fell on the soientlflo idea. Frao- 
tioally everything was new then, 
plots were sketchy, and oharaoter- 
Isation was practically non-exist- 
ent. 

It was on this scene, then, that 
■Revolt of the Pedestrians” ap- 
peared in the February 1928 issue 
of Aiiizmo sraois. it was a new 
type of science-fiction story that 
was to exert a profound influence 


on the entire field. The soien- 
tlflo idea was there, but that was 
not all. The story was priaarlly 
concerned with pe^le; with their 
actions and reactions under the 
Inpact of a new idea. 

Today, when the accepted fora of 
story, aside froa the ”aotioa” 
pieces, is the psychological tale, 
it is difficult to realize the 
extent to which Dr. Keller ^ a stor- 
ies differed froa what had gone be- 
fore. Suffice it to say that this 
first and the stories that follow- 
ed, quickly brought hia to a posi- 
tion of leadership in the field. 

In spite of holding a full-tiae 
Job, he reaalned aaong the aost 
prolific authors over a period of 
years. Calsslo after classic rol- 
led froa his typewriter, to cease 
only when pressure of his aray 
duties forced hia to curtail his 
writing during the war. 

It is with pleasure that we now 
hear froa "Doc" Keller, one of the 
aost beloved of fantasy authors. 


On the 23rd of Deoeaber, I88O, Philadelphia, which Halted the 
17 parents had a birthday party at attendance at the reunion, 
which I was the guest speaker. At My ancestors left Prance and 
that tlae a blizzard was raging in Genauiy between 1740-$0 for a new 
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hoM Itt PaansjlTaiilt. Har« thaf 
founded th9 town of XoUorarillo 
In what 1b now Uonro* Ooonty. i 
oonplota hlatory of thaaa faailiaa 
is oontalnad in ny SXUSRS OF H4K- 
ivm TOVRSHZP and tha QI0B(»- 
WHITSILL FAUIIXK3. 

Maabara of thaaa faalUaa hara 
aarrad In arery war froa tha 
Franoh and Indian; but, whlla ax- 
oallant aoXdlarai raoarkabla yro- 
ganltora and oltrar polltlolanSi 
none hawa shown any Inollnatlon to 
write except ayaaif. 

After raoalTlng a prallainary 
education in tha loy*s Central 
Ush School of Fhiladal|hia. 1 
antbrad tha Madical Dapartaent of 
tha U, of F.| graduati^ at tha 
age of years. Thus there waa 
no opportunity for a cultural edu- 
cation. In later yaara this was 
auch ragrattad and has caused ay 
rather oalabratad atataaanti *1 
narar had an education.* 

Three years of practice In- 
creased tha desire to lire in tha 
country. Tha next nine years ware 
spent as a Horse and Buw Doctor 
in Russell, Fa. It was a hard 
life. In 1914 I worked in Pleas- 
antrillei H« J* in an effort to 
regain ay health. Then I becana a 
physician in tha Anna State Hospi- 
tal for Abnoraals in Illinois* 
Nhila there, I was giran a oonwis- 
sioo as 1st Lieutenant in tha IM- 
ical Rasarras, and was called to 
actife duty at the onset of World 
War I. 

FTon that tine until June, 194$, 
I sarfed either as an officer in 
all of World Wars I and n, or as 
Assistant Superintandant of State 
Hospitals for the Abnoraals in 
Louisiana, Tannassee or Pannsyl- 
Tania. 

In June, 194$, 1 wm placed on 
inaotiTa duty as a Lieut. Colonel 
and retired for physical disabil- 
ity. Being subject to call, I ex- 
pect to see aotiTe duty in World 
liVar HI in which war there will be 
need for all the experienced phys- 



icians awailable for sarrioa to / 
the abnoraals. While I aa waiting/ 
for tha bugle call, I aa resting 
in Chdarwood, ay hoae in Strouds* 
burg. Pa. Thera ay wife, Celia, 
and ay dog, Tua Tun, keep as ooa- 
pany. Soastiaas the three of ns 
taka long autoaobila tours. At 
hoaa, we write and play cards,and 
work in our garden and write. In 
our spare tlaa, we WRin. 

This fOlly of Waiting started 
early in life when I put ayself to 
sleep telling stories* Later when 
I learned to read, 1 becaaa famil- 
iar with Henty, Haggard, Kipling, 
Dickens, Barrie and Ian MioLaren. 
Writing peraitted aa to bacoae 
acquainted with Darid H, Keller. 

An old latin motto states, *We 
learn to do by doing.” At tha age 
of fifteen, I had ay first story 

C ‘ lished in a newspaper. After 
t, more stories and poems in 
High School, College and religious 
papers. In college I becaaa an 
Associate Idit or o f an aaateur 
aagisine, TBB WHITB OWL. Six of 
ay stories were printed in it. 

After that I si^ly wrote fwt 
pleasure and made no effort to 
sell or print* Orer fire thousand 
pages of typewriting wore produced 
of noTsls, stories and poems* 

In the fall of 1927, I bought a 
copy of AHfcZIHO STtHtHS, read it 
and in longhand wrote a science- 
fiction story, THB RXTOLT OF IHB 
mOSTBIAKS. Hugo Oernsbaok 

bought this and then printed it in 
AHAZIHO STOeiSS, Voluas H, Wo 2, 
February 1928. 

From that time on I wrote in all 
spare moments. Science-fiction, 
weird, off- trail. All simply 
flowed in an apparently unending 
stream from the Old Corona, as a 
study of ay bibliography will 
show. But that makes no asntion 
of ssreral medical books and orer 
seren hundred and fifty medical 
articles. During ons period of 
forty- seren consecutire days I was 
able to write a $00,000 word medio- 
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tl book durlag 17 boura off duty* 
Wklla la MtlTo aarrioo la mx 
tlaaa, I vrota Ttry llUXo* How» 
la rlpa aaturlty, I find tkara la 
aot aaougb tlaa for aU tha litar- 
ary vork vblah aaaaa ao iaportant* 
Ona book la borap tvo ara la tha 
proeaaa of birth aad four ara gaa- 
tatlag. My frlanda orga aa to ra* 
vrita four of ay aarllar aorala 
aad I hara a nav aoraX aad four* 
taan nav atorlaa to «rlta« 

■Thla la not aa daep aa a wall 
aor aa wlda aa a ahuroh door''p but 
it ahould auffloa. Tha faot la 
that id doaa aot* Maay fanxlaa 
adltora write aakiog for oontrlbu* 
tiona. SoMday I will ooapXata aa 
additional bibliography giring 
only faasiaa atoriaap artiolaa and 
poaitf* That will ba intaraating* 
Rajaotlona? Many. Reasons? 
Tarlad. Mf oollaotion of rajaot 
lattara would not fill a pillow or 
paper a room but aoae day will 
fumiah aaterial for a fanaina 
artiola. Many wara rajaatad ba- 
oause thay ware too baauti^. I 
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hara oalled this ”Tba Kiss of 
Death”. Ona was rajaatad as being 
"too horrible to print” but this 
story, DOW printed twiaop is being 
praised by the reriawara. 

All in all tha first aixty-algbt 
yaara of Ufa hare bean happy. In 
tha words of tha inwortal G. I« 
Joa, ”ItU a great Ufa if you 
don't weaken.” 

— Darld Hp KeUarp M. D. 

A BlbUography of the Saienoe-Fio- 
tiott, Weird and Off-Trail writings 
of Dr. Kallar follows. It is of 
interest to note that ona story 
has bean reprinted six tiawa; three 
atorlaa. four tinsa; two atorleSp 
three tinea; eighteen atorlaa, two 
tinea. 

Thla bibUography was oonpiled 
by Dr. Kallar and tha olaaaifiea- 
tion is hia. 

Noteworthy la the faot that the 
128 atories listed here appeared 
in $8 different nagaaloea and 
books. 


acmcK-ncnw aroRiss by datxd h. kkumr, m. d. 


Title 
ilr lines 


Anldaxtar, Tha 
Blologioal Ixperinantp A 
Bloodlaaa far. The 
Boneless Horrorp Tha 
Bonalasa Horrorp The 
Boneless Horror, lha 
Boonaranglng 'Round tha Moon 
Burning Water *1 
Cerebral Library, Tha *1 
Oarebral Library. Tha *1 
Oongaarora, The {Z parts) I 

lUgranta, Tha (Chap. 2 of COSMOS) 
ttemal Profasaora, The 
Itemal ^feasors , The 
luthanaaU United *1 
Iraning Star, The (2 parts) I 

ranlnina Matanorphoaia, Tha ^1 
flralasa Age, Tha B 

flying fool, Tha 
(La Fou du Oial)(fr) (2 parts) 


Mhauine Data 

Anating Stories Tan. 1930 

listing Stories Apr. 19^ 

AMsing Storlaa June 1928 

Air Wonder Storlaa July 1929 

Soianoe Wonder Stories yuly 1929 

Startling Stories Wot. 1941 

LIR mRLASTlWa (Book) 1948 

Anaslng Stories quarterly Fall 1930 
Anating DateotlTa Talas June 1930 
Anating Stories May 1931 

LIfB SVSRLISTIHO (Book) 1948 

Scienoe Wonder Stories Deo. 1929 
Soianoe fiotion Digaat Aug. 1933 
Anating Stories Aug. 1929 

Tales of Wonder Aug. 193c 

Anating Stories quarterly Fall 1929 
Soianoe Wonder Stories Apr. 1930 
Soianoe WMdar Stories Aug. 1929 
Anating Stories Aug. 1937 

Anating Stories July 1929 

Las Frinairaa fuly 1937 


TXjinii niTMti Tbi Amaing SAarUa 9pr. 1930 
fta a as t ht Ai r uniig Stori«i Jam Wl 
14 OUlHIkl VO tUKU (Ihe Ivy <lar) book la ?r«MA by terld Bt Kbll«r, 

M. D; with latrodaotioa by Rafia ItoMtt. Birbaroaxt a Saa-loiyraao# 
Contaiaiiis *Ia Ooarra da liam^.'Laa Ihiaaa at U MmAIm* and *U 
Boarloa Autontlqoai LiJdtad to 2000 oopiaa* i93d* 


Balf-Ulla HiU 
H« nd y of TMw 

Huaan Tondtaa, Qia (} parta) I 
Huaan Tandtaii Tba (d parta) I 
laland of Wblta Bloa *1 
Itry War» Tha 
Ify War I tba 

(La Qaarra da Liarra)(>r)(3 ft) 
(La Qaarra da Liarrauiy) 

Llfp DatooTt tta 
Ufa O^OTi 9ba 


AMSiag Storlaa Onartariy doa* 1931 

tan Story Dataatlva 0ot» 1947 

■ Selanaa Bondar Storlaa Sap. IW 

I Oaptala Ibtora Bln. 1940 

daaiiag storlaa fab. 1933 

daaatns Storlaa May 1930 

SB BI9t or SOlDiQI nCTKBI(Aatliol) 
i) Laa frlnalraa Jaly 1935 

U QOIRRB DO LXBBI (Book) 193a 
Voaddr Storlaa fab. 1935 


Ufa Oatoar, tba StartUns Storlaa Joly 194? 

Lifa fyarl as tins (2 parta). ■ Storlaa foly 19M 

LIfB IVBRL4STEIQ and Othar tblaa of Solaaaa, faataay and Horror by 
David H. XaUaTi M. D. olth an Introdoatlon by San Moakovlti. tba 
Avalon Go., Box 8052, Clinton BUI sta., Baaarfc 8, B. f. ^2 pasaa 
plua aaparata blbUocrapby. |3*50. 1948 

Utarary Corkaorao, tba WOndar Storlaa Mar. 19M 

Utarary Corkaorao, tba StartUns Storlaa Miy 1941 

Uving BOohlna, tba Bondar Storlaa Mity 1935 

Lost Languaga, tba Anaalng Storlaa Xai. 1934 

Baoaoa, tba *1 (groi^ of 4 atorlaa: kmxi ng Storlaa Qoartarly Ban. 1928 
"The Manaoaf, *tba Cold Sblp*, 

"Tba tbintad flood” and *1ha 
Inaana Avalanoba”. ) 


Maoaoa, Tha ^1 
Manaol^ Clooa *1 
Uatal Doon, tha (3 parta) B 
Moon Bays, tha 
Bo Mora fTietlon 
Ona Way Tunnal 
Pant Houaa, tba 
Payohophonie Baraa, tba 
(In Bourica Aatonatlqaa)(fr) 

Rat Racket, tha 
Rad Death, tha 

Revolt of tba Padaatrlana, tha 
Soiantlflo tfldoobood *1 
Sarvioa firat 
Sleeping War, tba 
Staan Shovel, tha 
Stanographar'a Banda 
Stano^pharU Hands 
(Laa Kalnaa at la Miohlna)(fr| 
(Laa Mainaa at la MaohlnaMfri 
thought Projaotor, tha (Booklet) 
throat of tha Robot, tba 
tine Projaotor, tba (2 parta) 
(with David Lasaar) 


Anaalng Storlaa Ojoartarly Win. 1933i 
Anaalng Dataotlva tblaa Sap. I930 
Anaalng Stories May 1932 
Bondar Storlaa Qpartarly Son. 1930 
tbrilllog Bondar Storlaa Jbna 1939 
Wonder storlaa fan. 1933 
Anaalng Storlaa fab. 1932 
Ana alng S torlaa Bov. 1^8 
U OUIUHB DU LIKRBB (Book) 1934 
Anaalng Storlaa Bor. 1931 
Connie Solanoa flotloa Xaly 1941 
Anaalng Storlaa fab. 1928 
Solaatifio Dataotlva Mtly fab. 1930 
Ana aln g diiartarly Win. 1930 
Wonder Storlaa fab. 1931 
Anaalng Storlaa Sap. 19U 
Anaalng Storlaa Onartarly fail 1928 
Avon fantasy Raadar Bo. 2 


Laa Prlnalras fan. 1929 
U (mm DO LBRSB (Book) 1934 
Solanoa flotion Sorias 199 
Solanoa Wonder Storlaa Jana 1929 
Bondar Storlaa Xaly 1931 



frm fmwt Qit 

ttatlftt OMtary BoaoMiiliiSi i 

Dhloofcim tk9 But 

teto Ql • <M14 !• Bon 

Ihto Ui ft 0hlX4 1ft Bora 

mu ot^, TiM 

Vhitft OoUftra 

Volf Hollow Bttbblu (tephlftt) *1 
VozBi IHft 
Tftftftt Mftfi, Ihft 

Tftftftt Hon, thft 


Aaulng Storioft Oot. 193? 
Ailing storlM Vftb* 1930 
AiftingStorlu Sop. 1928 
Aftftftlng Storiftft J'ftlf 1933 
Lin mmsTm (Boot) i9iB 
Aisiiig Stories Hsj 1933 
Ailing Stories Quarterly Si. 1929 
ABB4 FrinterSi Xsiloa, R. T* o/4 
Ailing Storlu liir. 1929 
Ailing Stories Apr. 1928 
Tales of Wonder 1937 


WUSD and OFr-TBAXI ST06ISS by IMinD H. KKUER. K. D. 


Battle of the Toads *2 
Binding de Lpz 
Bridle, The 
Bride Well, The ^2 
OalypsoU Island 
Creation UnforgiTable 
Daiel and Her Gat 
Dead Wom, The 
Bead Worn, The 
Dead Wom, The 
Dead Worn, The 
Dnth of the Xraken 


Weird Tales Oot. 
Varrel Tales May 
Weird Tales Sep. 
Weird Tales Oot. 
Stirring Solenoe Stories Apr; 
Weird Tales Apr. 
Weird Tall Apr. 
fantasy Maguine Apr. 
Strange Storiu Apr. 
RZOBUMBI BT DATUOn (Anthol) 
LUX wmuanm (Book) 

Weird Tales Mar. 


Oot. 1929 
May 1934 
Sep. 1942 
Oot. 1930 


1941 

1930 


ISVIi AHD THB DOCTOR, TB (Book) I Sim d Sehiter, I. T, 
Dogs of Sail Weird Tales 

Door Bell, The Wonder Storiu 

Dut in the Boau Weird Talu 

Itenal OenfUot V 

(Ls Dll Sans yia)(fr) Lu Ttinaires 

(6 parts published. Pabliutlon unomieted due to war. ) 
Ihu in the idrror un BVIBIASTIHO (Book) 

Qarnet Mine, The Tu Story Book 

Ooddeu of Zlm Weird Taiu 

Ooldu Bough* The Marrel Talu t 

Ooldu Bough, The Weird Talu 

Ooldu Bought The OABDBI OF flAB (Booklet) I 


Apr. 1929 
Apr. 1934 
Apr. 1937 
•hoi) n/d 
1948 
Mar. 1942 


Sep 


1940 

1928 


lone 1934 
Inly 1936 

July 1939 


Qrowing Wall, The 

Hwedity 

Heredity 

Biddu ibostert The 
Felly nah, The 

KB 1 UB 0 or Hinra TowniFt ni; 

A study in DsMoeraey (Book) 


Lin IHBIASTIHO (Book) 1948 

Tu Story Book Hot. 1929 

Weird Taiu Jan. 1941 

Marrel Taiu 7ol 1 Wo 3 

Weird Talu Hot. 1942 

QABDn or nAR (Booklet) fantasy 
PubUshing Go., Ine, L. A. 25d 1943 
Soiuee notion Qna^rly Win. 1942 
Tortax fol 1 Ho 2 1947 

un BfXBLASTlHO (Book) 1948 

Qriutal Storiu 8 i. 1932 

Wsird Talu fan. 1929 

Wall Printing Co. , Alanadria, Lt. 

United to 900 upiu 1922 


(A fanily kistory, prirately printod) 

Kay to Ooranall *2 Stirring Soiuee Storiu fab. 1941 

Ki llUt Th e Oorgon Fan. iM 

lA HOBBB DU LTOTB (Tha Iff War) Book of Short Storiaa in fTuoh with 
introduotli by Ba^s Mu m . Barbarouzt a Sna-Lo, fruea.Contutst 
In O ue r re da Uarre, Lu Mail at la Maehii A la Houriea Autiat- 
igu. Iditu United to 2C00 upiu. I 93 A 


22 


M* 1947 
my 193t 

Oot-loT*}7 
Jnlf X92i 
Oot. 1957 
n/d 

Jaa-Ttb ^38 

Sob. 1939 


Uit PronUtri Tf Th« fiXSCZBff M* 1947 

Ltat li^olan, Tht W«l^ TtlM Huy 1938 

LiUtbU Left Hind Hellof Oot-loT*37 

Little Httfbends, The Weird Thlee foly 1988 

Lords of the loe Weird Thlee Oot. 1937 

lien of ATalott (Booklet) Ihnteer Puhlioetione n/d 

Uother, The rentesoienoe Digest Xan-feb ^38 

Moon Artist, The Cosaie Tiles Sam. 1939 

Moon Artist, The Stirring Soienee Stories June 1941 

No More Toaorrovs Aasnins Stories Deo. 1938 

No More TOMrrows UR BRRLASmn (Book) 1948 

No Other Men *8 Weird Teles Deo. 1929 

Perpetual Honeymoon, The Soienoe-Fentasy Oorresp. NoT-Deo*36 

(La Lone de Miel Ferpetuelle)(Fr)Les Frimaires June 1938 

Pit of Doom Fature Fiction Feb. 1948 

Pourquoi (Fr) Les Prinaires Feb. 1937 

Rider by Night Fantasy Fan Xnly 1934 

Seeds of Death Weird Tales XuB*7al *31 

Seeds of Death StAD OF WIOST (Anthology) n/d 

SlCffi OF THB BUBMINO HART, TD H Barbaronx, a 8aa«-Lo, Franoe 1938 

(Book, priTotely printed; linited to 100 copies) 

Solitary Hunters, The (3 parts) W Weird Teles Fan. 1934 

Speed Will Be Uy Bride Uhoanny Stories Air. 1941 

(titled "The Chestnut Mare) (8 pt)Soienee Snaps Yol 3 Nos 8 A3 1940 
Tailed Men of CormNdl *2 Weird Talla Iot. 1989 

Telefision Deteotire, ThelPaAphlet)IASFL Mar. 1938 

Thing in the Oellar, The Weird Tales Mar. 1938 

Thing in the Cellar, The GRIM IBATH (Anthology) n/d 

Thing in the Cellar, ISie Eensington Neva Apr. 10, 1934 

Thing in the Oellar, The (Booklet) Bisarre Series n/d 

(with an interriew by Xulius Sohwrti and Mart Weisinger, The 
Psyohology of Fear and two poena by D. H. K.) 


Thing in the Cellar, The 

Thing in the Cellar, The 

Thirty and One, The *2 

Thirty and One, The *2 

Tiger Cat 

Toad God, The 

Tree of Bril, The *1 

Typewriter, The 

Yalley of Bones 

Waters of Lethe 

What is a Fan? (Article) 

What Prioe Beauty (Artiole) 


CORORATlOir dUBOS 
UR WYSRLASnm (Book) 
Marrel Soieaoe Stories 
UR IRRLASmfG (Book) 
Weird Tales 
Strange Stories 
Wonder Stories 
Fanciful Tales 
Weird Tales 

K Rlrby Publishing Co. 
National Fantasy Fan 
The FANSCXBRT 


n/d 
1948 
Nor. 1938 
1948 
Xuly 1938 
Jan. 1939 
Sep. 1934 

Fan 1934 
Jan. 1938 
Oot. 1937 

Feb. 1948 
8pr. 1948 


Stories by DAYID H. DUXR, M. D. under the name of AMT NOBTH 


light, Sixty Seren 

Headsnan, The 

Mister Sunner*s Adrenture 

Mystery of the 33 Stolen Idiots 

1930 Marriage, A 

On the Beesar 

Parents, ^e 


Tan Story Book 
Ten Story Book 
Ten Story Book 
Tea Story Book 
Paris lights 
Ten Story Book 
Ten Story Book 


Bar. 1989 
n/d 
Jan. IW 

Deo. 1989 

8ep-Oot.t33 

Jan. 1931 
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of LIaoIoom 
Hmo of LIaoIoiui 
S orioos Irror, A 
Tolofbono 

Third Oonoratioa^ Tht 
Tte 0«t Roforai, Tho 
Tom of tho Mhoili Tho 
TlrglAi Tho 
lOBoa Aro That Vay 


Ton Storj Book 

un SmusnNO (Book) 

Ton Story Book 

Ton Story Book 

Ton Story Book 

Ton story Book 

Ton Story Book 

Ton Story Book 

Ton Story Book 


a 

Doo. 1935 

1946 
Jan. 1951 
Jan. 1956 
Sop. 1951 
Mar. 1954 
Oot. 1950 
Sop. 1950 
Oot. 1951 


Book of POOBO by fiAnB H. IITJJB, U. D« ondor tho nano of BBNRT CBCZL 


aoma or a snunSH lour WaU Printing Co., AloxandrUp U. 

(Book of pooBip prlTOtoly printod, lialtod to 50 oopioo) 


^Thino or San Tkanoiaoo^ ot^yl ■Ororlord of Oonnnll” oWyT 
V indioatoo BotoI. TITUS IN OAFITAU indioato books. 


(BQRCB BMliAVl) (Contlnuod) 

tho Island that vao tho soono of 
Bobort Lsiis Storonson’s isBortal 
*Troasoro Island*. Than Sablo Is> 
land; and fantaotio iadoodp tho 
ottt*of«tho-«ay Isload of tho Sstl- 
loBSi on tho ooast of Tnoatan. 
Bis aoooont of Qrand Oaiasa doss 
not fail to disooss tho boliof of 
its inhabitants in Too-Doo. 

Horop than, aro listod and sons- 
i^t dosoribod. f Ito noTOls and a 
troTol book iBioh nako np aost of 
tho anthorU book-fom oontribn- 
tioB to fnatasy. I nako no attoBit 
to OBShrlno thoso books on any 
podostal of groatnossp nor will I 
ossay to ooaporo InglandU flotion 
with that of an othors wbo nay 
hSTO ozooutod fletlon of a noro or 
loss liko oharaotor. I do not 
oaro to discuss any dofoots idiioh 
nay ozist in his stylo* Bo has 
brooght to BO annsnal and fontas- 
tie roadlngpand ho has noror fail- 
od to ontortain no in his storios. 
An author nho has ploasod and on- 
tortainod his roador has booop I 
thiakp a suoooss. 

To ns p tho fantasios of Ooorgo 
Allan Ittgland aro troasurod road- 
ing. 

TBB BD). 


THl tUTOBBR IB THf SNOB (Cont.) 

nakod am of a treo. 

Than tho natchor sat onoo noro 
with his book loanod against a 
IQS* pooring into tho snow in tho 
dirootion which I troTolod. 

As for ns p I was taken iU at 
onoop with a groat and awful hor- 
ror of what lay botwocn us and the 
stately city. Turningp I fled in 
tho direction fron whonoo 1 had 
oonop past the rapids of tho Bud- 
ooMhp past the boiling springs of 
Tsothp back to whore tho Kraangba 
kept pace with no a stone's throw 
to ny right band. 

And onoo I looked back to see 
dinlyp tho watcher still sitting 
with tho poBBOl of his sword in 
his strong, loan fistp and beyond 
hiBp a Tision of a stately oityp 
noithor closer nor farther than 
when I had first obsorrod it. 
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hj loBi mm 

yoo wnr tmlt tin «l«h 
to iM In the Xooalo of som of tho 
storlos yoa rood? I Mon, did you 
oTor viih that yooi Uko the horoj 
eoold sit in a night-olob on Luna 
or yionio on Um or Uto in the 
nttarly alion oryatal oitias of 
klfal ITT 1 hsTo had that foolian 
hoforo, and an alonys in aoarah of 
a nov story that will giro no tho 
sans fooli^. I oall that dosiro» 
that droan. Synthotic nostalgia. 

It eano oror no noro froq^tly 
whan 1 was now to solono^fiotionf 
and was nora easily Inprosaod, hot 
it still doos at rarer intarrals. 
Stories like *fOrtattatt Vorld*i 
"Beqaion** and "ltt.llion Tear Fio- 
nle” were the ones I thrilled over 
then and still do when I read than 
again* 

Miybo I'n alone in this partiaa- 
Inr nood» bat sonatinas I jast bo- 
noan, terribly, tha fates that pot 
na hare before the day of inter- 
stellar flight. Sonatinas It^s a 
whole story and sonatinas it*o 
Jast a partiaolar passage that af- 
feets na so. But whaterer it is, 
it nakes na wish with all ny soul 
that 1 eould be there or had boon 


there* Itts one of tho big thrills 
that I got oat of reading fantasy, 
and should be one of yoars. 

I donH nean tho h^drw apias 
of the Spaee-Liontoannta or tho 
saper-salenao stories of weird 
gadgets, bat Jast tho sigpla, ap- 
pealing dosariptions that nako a 
plaae lire . Oh, there hare boon 
toar-Jarkera that I hare read that 
aoald fairly nako no burst oat 
orylng— like ”Vith raided Bands*.* 
and talas of tha way non hsTo 
treated aliano that hare Jast 
plain nade no and— *Tha Last Mm- 
ster? for Instanao, bat tha sinpla 
stories of real people are the 
ones I speak of. Tha plain but 
glorious narkers set up on the 
neon to the first pioneers— the 
way they are dosaribod, *ln their 
flinsy little spaao-sans*. Just do 
things to ne* mi bo old whan 
these things happen, ZVn afraid, 
bat I’n sure there will be sooh 
things. DonU you feel a bit sad 
to think that the first nan in the 
Ibon are only nine and tan nowf 

I*Te aalled this feeling syi- 
thotia nostalgia, for that is the 
best way I aan desoribe it. It is 
a lo ngin g for plaaes yet unheard 
of, and a nostalgia that is not 
quite, bat so near real that you 
feel it needs Just a little dash 
of reality to nake it tme, aaaor- 
ate. That's tha nostalgia of it. 
the synthetia is baaause it has 
bean areated oat of idiola aloth by 
nan like oorselTes iriio lire today, 
and yesterday* 

BeaUy, then, to get this poig- 
nant yeanling for a fietional loa- 
ation is a ooi^liMat to tha auth- 
or that aannot be expressed in so 
nany words. 

that feeling that I'ts aalled 
synthetia nostalgia is one of the 
■ost preaioos and aaworable twiiigM 
I'ts gained froa reading saienae- 
fiation. I only, hope that feeling 
has aaaa to tha rest of you, too, 
so yea'll know what I'n talkiBg 
about. TBI BD. 



Dy Carl Du^ubleton, 

ROBERT E. HOVfARD (1906-19J6) 
was bore in Texas, the son of a 
pioneer physician. He started 
writing at the age of 15« Three 
years later he sold his first 
story to v;SlHD TAUBS. In a very 
short time his work became popu- 
lar. 

He was versatile and prolific 
and was one of the few pulp maga- 
zine authors who made a living 
(and a very good one) from his 
writing alone. He wrote weird, 
western, sport and adventure fic- 
tion as well as poetry, very little 
of which has been published* 

In his writings, he created many 
memorable oharacters. Among the 
most popular of these were: King 
Kull of Taluala (a kingdom of long 
ago Atlantis), Conan the Cimmerian 
(an ancient barbarian adventurer) 
and Solomon Kane (a dour Snglish 
Puritan Tighter of wrongs). 

Of these, Conan had the greatest 
popularity, and Howard wrote many 
short stories as well as three 
novels with him as the central 
character. 

To give more reality to his sto- 
ries of Conan, Howard created a 
history of his age; of the peoples 
and kingdoms of that time, a per- 
iod pre-dating the present about 
15,000 years. This history is as 
fascinating as any of Howard's 
stories, and very creditable, 
showing the author had spent much 
tine and research into ancient 
history and mythology. 

This history Is called "The 
Hyborian Age”. It had its begin- 
ning with the waning of the pre- 
oataclysolc civilization, dominat- 


ed by the Kingdoms of Kamdia , 
Valusia, Verulia, Grondar, Thule 
and Commoria, The barbarians of 
that tiiTie were the Ficts, Atlante- 
ans and the Lemur ians. After the 
cataclysm, Atlantis and Lemuria 
sank. 

The barbarians fared a little 
better than the civilized nations 
during this world upheaval. One 
band of savages fled to the north 
to escape destruction. In time, 
their numbers increased and they 
became known as the Hyborians. As 
they increased, they spread south- 
ward in an epoch of wandering and 
conquest. 

In time they dominate the west- 
ern world. The Piets and Atlan- 
teans still remain savages,. tho 
the Atlanteans, now known as Cim- 
merians, show an increase in civ- 
ilization from their close contact 
with the Hyborian Kingdom, by this 
time highly civilized. 

The principal races of this era 
were: the Vanlr and Aesir of Nord- 
helm, blue-eyed and blond or red- 
haired aavages from the north; the 
Hyborians, by this time a mixture 
of many races, their characterist- 
ics depending upon which part of 
their large kingdom they inhabit; 
the Cimmerians, tall and powerful, 
with dark hair and blue or grey 
eyes; the Piets, short, very dark, 
with black eyes and hair; the Hyr- 
kanlane, dark and generally tall 
and slender; the She^tes, of med- 
ium height, broadly and strongly 
built, with hook noses, dark eyes 
and black hair; and finally, the 
Stygians, tall, well built, dusky, 
straight featured. 

The lower classes are a down- 
trodden, mongrel horde; a mixture 
of negroid, Stygian, Sheditlsh and 
even Hyborian bloods. 

Eventually the Hyborian divillz- 
etioh is swept away by the power 
of the barbarian nations. This Is 
brought about by a Neaedlan priest 
who goes Into the western wilder- 
ness to teach the barbarians mod- 




arn naiya. 

He initltuted mnj reforms, but, 
most Important, showed tbs Plots 
how to mine, smelt and work iron. 
Also, he brought parties of Plots 
out into the oielllsed oountrles. 
This made them ooTotous of what 
they saw. 

Their warriors took serrloe In 
the meroenarles of these oountrles 
thus gaining knowledge of modern 
warfare. , Finally they swept the 
borders of Hyborla with fire and 
sword. other nations, soentlng 
the kill, Joined In and completed 
the ruin of the kingdom up to the 
borders of Hyrkanla. There the 
Invasion was stopped, leaving a 
vast Plotlsh empire, rude and bar- 
baric, opposed by the Byrkanians. 
Plots and Hyrkanlans fou^t border 
skirmishes for a short while, then 
cams the glaoler ages and the 
great Nordic drift. The Aeslr, 
moving southward, blotted out the 
aholent Kingdom of Hyborla. The 
Cimmerians moved to the east, 
pushing everything before them. 
They were followed by the Aeslr 
and Vanir and the Plotlsh empire 
reeled before them. The Cimmerians 
destroyed the Hyrkanlan Kingdom of 
Turan and settled on the south- 
western shore of an Inland sea. 
The peoples thrown out of this 
country rode back from the east In 
a wave of conquest thousands of 
years later, but now known by new 
names, such as Hun, Ifongol, Tartar 
and Turk. 

The Tanlr built a vast southern 
empire which they called Kgypt, 
The western world was dominated by 
the Nordic barbarians. The blond 
Aohalans, Gauls and BritCns were 
descendants of the Aeslr. The 
Danes were descendants of the Van- 
ir. The Goths were descendants of 
mixed races— Vanir, Aeslr and Cim- 
merian. The Gaels came from the 
Cimmerians, while the Ktrusoans, 
base of the Roman race, were ^om 
mixed Stygian, Hyrkanlan and Plot- 
ish strains. 


But to get back to Conan, Howard 
took him thru such different stagf 
es of development as a thief, ah 
outlaw chieftain, a pirate, a mer- 
cenary soldier, a captain of the 
guards, a cocnander of armies and 
finally, ruler of a kingdom. 

Conan, in spite of his climb up 
the ladder of fortune, never be- 
comes quite civilized; he remains 
a barbarian to the end. He enjoyed 
a good fight, and indeed, If all 
the blood he let from his enemies 
was put in one place, It would make 
quite a lake. Women were secondary 
to a good fight with him; he could 
love them or leave them alone; 
however, most of his adventures 
were brought about thru them. 

Other writers have been able to 
create ancient kingdoms, but none 
has been able to instill life and 
action into them as Howard has 
done. It was a sad day for many 
(Continued on IWge 28) 
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MQRQAH R0CKEI1U2R«S UHL by 
fttnoit B» ClarJc** 01ark*-0r«e 
PdblithlBg Oo. 1909« 

Tbit l&Uratti&gi If disap- 
pointing futurs noTsl Is a rarity 
indssd. Its soarosnsss Is attsst- 
sd by tbs faot that the title la 
not only alsslng from the CHBOS- 
LIST, but also froa the Library of 
Congress Catalogue of Printed 
Cards, 

Published hero In Portland » the 
story opens In 1990 when Morgan 
Rookefelleri the great-great-great 
grandson of the late John D, Roek- 
efeller, is ruler orer the Obi ted 
States in all but naae* An organ- 
ization Jcnosn as the "Reapers" Is 
^ylng to bring about his down- 
lill* Boverer, llorgani a bensTo- 
lent despot, dies froa a broken 
heart. Consternation reigns when 
the will Is read. Rookefeller 
leares all his property to the Un- 
ited States OoTernaent; a aost un- 
usual thing to do in that future 
day. The ooaplloatlons are height- 
ened by the dlsoorery that the 
only liTlng desoendant of Ibrgan 
Is the beautiful Belen Ohannlng, 
head of the "Reaper" organization. 
Nobody wants Morgan Rookefeller ^s 
property and all is confusion. The 
oonolusion is worked out to the 
author's satisfaction and the 
reader's boredoa. 

Studying Ur, Olarkets. political 
and soolologloal philosophy, one 
beooaes puzzled. The Author's 
Idea of Utopia seeiss to be a pot- 
pourri of SoolallsB, Cosffiunlsa, 
business patemallaa, religion and 
a generous dash of fraternalisa, . 
In this rerlewer's opinion, the 
result Is hash, 

LeaTlng Ur* Clarke's philosophy 
bloodied In the dust, we turn to 
aore Interesting sidelights. Chief 
aaong these Is the InTcntion of 
the "Mirage Refledtor" whioh bears 
a olose resenblanoe to telerlslon, 
although the basic principles cf 
each differ quite a bit* Ship de- 


— n 

sign has been altered to a type of 
winged craft that glides along the 
surface of the ocean. No nentlon 
whhterer Is aade of aircraft* An 
Intriguing and unconfortable 
scheae Is the planting of boobs 
beneath each large city of the 
Ublted States* These boobs are to 
be detonated froo one central 
chaober should the "Bourgeoisie" 
rise In rerolt* in this future 
world, the milted States capital 
has been aoTsd to St, Louis. Out- 
side of these few concepts, 
Clarke's 1990 Is an extension of 
the life of 1909 , 

A noteworthy paradox Is the faot 
that while the story is sub-titled 
"A Romance of 1991-2", ninety- 
eight percent of the action occurs 
in 1990. This 1990 wlU be reoea- 
bered by readers of this story, as 
the longest year in history. The 
noTel begins In 1990 and approzlo- 
ately eighteen Booths later, It Is 

still 19901 

In regretful oonolusion, the 
book retains its dignity oi^y as a 
curio. Adding up Ur. Clarke's 
passe style, Victorian character- 
ization and contraband philosophy, 
the SUB is "0", — Srlo Atlas 

HIS BaiUDOIC UAJBdTT (Knights of 
the neeoe) by William A. Smith, 
Liberty Publishing Co. I 903 . 

This curious and rare (it is 
not to be found in THE CHECKLIST 
OF FANTASTIC XITERATDRI) tome is a 
lackadaisical blend of fantasy, 
allegory, Americanism and foolish- 
ness. 

The plot rerolres about Colum- 
biason; a plain, ordinary American, 
until he is told by an imaginary 
knight to trace back his ancestry. 
Doing so, he dlsoorers himself a 
desoendant of nobility. This glTss 
him many grandiose ideas. During 
the course of erents, he goes to 
England, digs up and reTlTifles an 
ancient ancestor and returns home 
to Amerloa, only to be disappoint- 
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od b 7 tho Sngllsh King's refusal 
to give him a title. Columbia* 
son's notions about the duties of 
a Knight of the Oerter, the faster 
of the rolls, and sundry other of- 
ficers result In some heavy-handed 
humor. 

The latter portion of the book 
deals with Columbiason's visit to 
Fseudoland and his dlsoovery that 
plain, old Aoerloanlsm is the best 
way of life. While fantasy Is not 
aooented, the book is sprinkled 
liberally with outre ooourences, 
Among these are the descent of a 
foster-child from the sky; the ap- 
pearance of the head of Columbia- 
son's mother In a ball of fire; 
the visit to Pseudoland where 
strange Inventions are explained 
and magical happenings tkae place. 
An airship flies from country to 
country (remember this was written 
1903). 

There are several illustrations 
which are rather crude, yet strik- 
ing. The author also provides many 
bits of doggerel under the delu- 
sion that they are poetry. They 
will not increase the reader's en- 
joyment. 

In conclusion, if the reader is 
willing to wade thru quite a bit 
of inanity, he may find pleasure 
in the perusal of this fantasia. 

— Brio Atlas 

ROBERT S. HOWARD (Continued) 

f 

of hia readers when he died at the 
early ago of 30, Just when he was 
on the threshold of who knows how 
great a success as a writer. 

A collection of his stories has 
been published by Arkham House, 
under the title of "Skull-Face and 
Others", These stories have, for 
the most part, been taken from 
VfBIRD TALKS magazine, and while it 
is an excellent compilation, I 
think it would have been better 
for a full-lenth Conan novel. But 
then, I won't be satisfied until 
all of Howard's works have been 
put into book fora. THB KID. 



•Tours?* 
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JAXFHUS (Continued) 

n*t her racket. Around the corner 
of the bar was one of the few 
French bar-flies I ever saw. how- 
ever, the Interrenlng space was 
covered by the steely eye of Ua- 
dame la oalssierre, and It was 
clear that she would stand for no 
foolishness. 

1 shrugged. Undoubtedly I had 
drunk It in the heat of our dis- 
cussion. X ordered another. Uar- 
cel sat it up; I downed It and 
reached for the beer. The glass 
was empty. 

Furitlvely X surveyed my sur- 
roundings again. Could it be that 
I had drunk that many? Nothing 
daunted, X ordered another cognac 
and another beer. This time X 
kept each glass firmly clenched in 
a sweaty hand. I spoke to Uaroel 
and glancing down, saw the level 
slowly slipping down in the cognac 
glass. This looked familiar. 
Slowly relinquishing my grip on 
the beer glass, X made a quick 
grab. 

There was a brief flurry as 1 
felt a pair of familiar leathery 
wings struggling in my grasp, then 
strangely, a small smooth cheek 
nuzzled against the back of my 
hand. Thin tentacles stroked my 
wrist oarressingly and there was a 
quick shudder of ecstaoy. Xt was 
the first of the only two times X 
ever knew Xaephua to unbend. Xn 
spite of his oollossal self-suf- 
ficiency, X imagine the poor lit- 
tle fellow had been lonesome. Cer- 
tain it was that be was glad to 
see me, tho he immediately resumed 
his aloof pose. During the next 
several months, laephus was seldom 
far from my side. 

No sooner bad I brought Jaephus 
back to the train then his actions 
brought him to the attention of 
the whole outfit. It was In con- 
nection with inspections, which ha 
detested, that he made himself 
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most felt. The wrinkles in the 
bunks where he rested briefly aft- 
er they had been carefully smooth- 
ed — the xmloe" — lint balls — he 
dragged out from some obscure cor- 
ner, to repose in full view of the 
inspecting officers. 

Xt also became inadvisable to 
leave saleable articles such as 
soap lying around — Jaephus would 
promptly take them out and peddle 
them on the black-market. 

All this led to the need for 
many explanations. To simplify 
these, X drew a portrait of Jae- 
phus. To describe his excitement 
while the work was in progress 
would bo difficult. Time after 
time, X had recourse to the eraser 
as Jaephus, in his excited flut- 
terings, Jogged my arm. Others 
put the difficulty down to my own 
artistic ineptitude or the Jolting 
of the train. Xn any case, event- 
ually it was done and we cast 
about for a suitable place to dis- 
play it. 

Opening onto the corridor from 
our compartments were windows and 
a sliding door, also containing an 
expanse of glass. i/e finally 
attached the picture to the inside 
of the glass on the door. With 
the door open and the side shade 
pulled dovm, it was covered, to be 
revealed only when the door shut. 

Jaephus* exoitemeot over his 
portrait lasted for some time, but 
it was when he had an admiring 
audience, that his enthusiasm got 
completely out of hand. So it was, 
the next morning when X tbok one 
of our nurses, Lt. Leonna Hartwig, 
into our compartment to show her 
Jaephus’ portrait. Jaephus hover- 
ed in Joyous anticipation as X 
ushered her in. As I closed the 
door, revealing the portrait, Jae- 
phus flew into a frenzy of excite- 
ment. He darted hither and yon. 
He danced with Joy. Unfortunately, 
in his wild careening, he side- 
slipped into a dive, ending, horns 
prodding and tentacles flailing. 
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against a partloularly aaaaitiTa 
part of Lt« Hartvlg^t aaatogjr. 
Striking low, ha found hinaalf 
pookatad in a part of har olothlng 
whara tha fabric waa unaupportad 
by tha fora banaath* Struggling 
to catoh hiaaalf and following tha 
lines of least raaiatanoa, ha sot* 
ad upward. 

Jaaphoa being inTiaibla, and I 
standing behind har, Lt. Bartwlg 
unfortunately put the wrong inter- 
pratation on tha inoldant. She 

aoaaaadi ‘ 

•Ho, DonI DonUI* Lt. Bartwlg 
waa a healthy girl and had a 
strong Toioa* It aarrlad. It 
earriad so wall that whan.aJMrtly, 
wa left tha oonpartaant, it waa to 
be net with heads stieking out of 
atary door along tha oorridor. 

that was only tha beginning of 
tha aeouaatlona that ware to be 
heaped upon ay Innooant head ba- 
eauaa of yaaphus. to oatalogua 
the ohargaa of drink-ataallng, of 
"frottaga*, that I endured la tha 
next few nonths, would be lapos- 
aibla. 

Jaaphui rode aa like aoaa inaat- 
labia ^lan of tha Mountains". It 
was at this tins that I took to 
ordering ay oognaos in pairs. It 
aoastlaas oausad a little eoaaant, 
but It stopped yaaphus froa steal- 
ing tha other patron^a drinks, 
thereby inviting auapioion on aa. 
This last gave aa aa undasarrad 
reputation as a tankaraan that was 
to sToka oosaaats, ranging in ax«- 
prassion, froa awe to disgust. If 
tha truth be known, I*a afraid ay 
own oonanaptlon did inoraaaa dur- 
ing that tins, due to Jaaphus* bad 
axaapla. 

In all this tiaa, yaaphu# still 
had not uttered a word. 

About this tiaa wa nothd a tand- 
anoy on yaaphus* part to go nat- 
iva. Ha paid no attention whan 
addressed In Inglish, responding 
only whan tha laguaga used was 
Franoh. Ha turned aora and aora 
to tha ooapany of suoh franoh pao- 
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pla as would tolerate him. Most 
of than tended to ignore hia, but 
ha found aooaptanoa aaong tha oafa 
waiters and pros^tutas* X^ol- 
ally slaoa tha Anarloans oaaa, no- 
thiikg surprised a ffanoh prosti- 
tute. lhay oonsldarad hia asraly 
another Aaorioan, no stranger than 
Bost others. 

It was on a night lata In 8a^, 
taahar, that I last warn yaaphM. 
Wa had ooaa again to fhrls. It 
was Just after alavaa and tha Oafa 
Biard had alosad. Vs ware taking 
a shortaat back to tha train, 
yaaphus was parehad on ay shoulder 
as wa threaded our way thru the 
dusk of a bask street near Plaea 
Blanoha. 

Absently I noted tha flutter of 
tiny wings. So yaaphus had flown 
off to inrastigata soaathi^ on 
our route. But no, yaaphus* weight 
still rested on ay shoulder, but I 
felt hia stiffen. Abruptly tha 
burden was gone froa ay shraldar. 

I heard Toioas,bat to ay strain- 
ing ayes, tha street was aapty. 

•(hi allai Tons, Madaaoisallat^ 
An undistinguishabla auranr, a 
faainina gig^a and aora auraurlng 
of whioh 1 could distinguish only 
tha saaa girlish Toioa saying, 
*0o-la-la,* and tha aook oosaand, 
•Boaoaaaat, Monsieur. • 

Ihan as ay ayes and ears strain* 
ad into tha darkness, a faailiar 
flutter of wings appoaohad. 

•A^au^ aon aai," said yaaphus. 
Bow ironic that hia first words to 
aa should be a farewell. 

So great was tha shook of hear- 
ing hia apeak after all these 
years that I could only anraur, 
"An rsToir.* 

•Fas an raroir," ha replied gen- 
tly, •Adieu. ye aa troura ohaa 

BOi." 

And as I stood there baansad, 
listening to tha beat of two pairs 
of tiny wings flottdrte off into 
tha Faria night, I wondered. 

Gould it be that yaaphus was a 
true lobblyt A franoh lobblyt 
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ODD 70LTSB3 ifiOOST IUQAZIMS8 
(1933 to 1943 InoloaiTo) 

23 oontf Moh. 

HaoISAAC Trod. Tbe Qoldon Vonan 
Irgoif Uagazlno. 1939* 3 toIb* 

I 1.00 

STOKO Fhll. 25 Modern Stories of 
Iffstery and laaginatloa. (1942) 
GOOD ll.OO 

PAOKABD Frank L. The Looked Book 
vlth golden dragDn lAprinted 
around the oorers. FAIR $1.00 





Make ne an offer on the foil 
MAMOTH ADFSfTQRS UAOAZINS 
TOL 1, HO 1. 

Also UDRSHT IftOAZIHS, Uaroh 190? 
with oorers. 

CARL SSTSP 

1109 t. 39 St., Kansas City, Mo. 


I an buaning fan art and 

poeioa for ny personal oolleo- 
tion. I will always write for 
pernission before putting any 
of ay oolleotion into any aag 
1 aay be teapted to put out. 

•TtHIN S. BLYI^R, 

703 - 21st St. , 
Altoona, Penna. 


KNTBUlXnr WDNNA SHAP fOLK SGROS? 
no cowboy or hillbilly stuff 
ifant: Hindu, Arab, China, Russian 
eto. printed or aanusoript, write 
MII2S lAtOR, FAU CITT, V(H 








jxiiOthQT ot the aeries by DONALD B. DAY illustrating The RUBAIYAT 07 OM/IR KHAYT, 


iiUe the Rose blows along ttie River 
PrirJt, 

ith clQ Risyj'w the Fuby Vinta{:e dririk; 


Aid nr.€n the angel with his darker Draught 


Drawt; Ub to tbee— take thiit, a.'d do not shrink 


POSTCARDS 


-JBUna if i:.f' ’^irre you drink, the Lip you 
preis, 

c ir t(.e Nothirtf all tr.ir4 s e:.0 in— Yea- 


Then It.rcy while thou art, Thou art Uit wnet 
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At last— a set of 10 FANTASY POSTCARDS— each one designed 
by a different top fan artist— AND at a price no greater 
I than youM pay for ordinary postcards. Set a set for your 
collection, use them in your correspondence. Be among 
the first to have these. Ready in October. 

These cards will be drawn by ten of the top fan artists, 
chosen by competition. All will be new designs that hare 
not appeared elsewhere. ONLY ^00 SETS t/ILL BS JOLD, 

Order yours today. 

HiKHI PRESS, Box 5007, Portland 15, Ore, 




